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to lead him across the road. I could easily have provided him with the
current verbology, but what satisfaction would that have given him?
"If I may venture on advice/' I said, "there is no obligation to mani-
fest a colourless respect for the choice of dealers, whose motives cannot
always be aesthetic. Take a page out of Shaw's criticism and go all out
for the things you like and you may ultimately be led to the things you
now dislike. Art, like all good things, is an acquired taste. That is why
there are so few Christians, vegetarians and country lovers. The thing is
to come across a work which you like, it may be Watts's 'Hope' and it
might be Holman Hunt's 'Light of the World,' two paintings that fill
me with horror and it may be Pissarro or Paul Klee. If I were asked the
secret of Mr. Shaw's abundant curiosity, I would put it down to his
aesthetic training*"
There was the loud rat tat tat tat which I knew to be G.B.S.'s
knock. Through the glass door I saw him dressed in his Irish cape and
large cowboy hat. He left the hat outside on a chair in the porch, leant
his stick in the corner but came in with his cape on. After being intro-
duced to our visitor, G.B.S. turned to his portrait and with twinkling
eyes said:
"There is Bernard Shaw," and pointing at himself, "and here is a
weak imitation. People will remember me as the model who sat for that
painting. Allen Lane asked me the other day to autograph a book for
his child and I wrote: when you grow up, you will ask, or rather your
child will ask you, who is this Bernard Shaw?"
My visitor seemed embarrassed. Out of his pocket came The Political
What's What, with a shy request for an autograph.
"Why do all these people," G.B.S. said, "want me to spoil the only
clean unspoilt page in the book?" But he sat down beside the philosopher
and wrote his name in the book.
I had a strange dream that I walked along the lane and before each
cottage sat the householder, smoking a long pipe. All were strangely
silent but very content that peace had come at last.The continuous droning
of the aeroplanes had stopped and the fear of bombs and blasts had gone.
Even G.B.S. sat there in front of his gate on the very stool which always
stood in front of his fire, staring dumbly before him. I passed all of them
without thinking it necessary to greet them and I became aware that
though it was so still there were snowflakes falling. They fell fast and
covered the ground. I bent down to pick up a handful and as I looked